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midst of all the complicated and wicked people about him.
She turned a Rembrandt full of depth and shadows into a
flat, pretty picture postcard, a violent and mysterious genius
into a sentimental hero.
She was far from intelligent, and she was not very learned
either, despite her gold medal, but she had an infallible prac-
tical sense. She was a born secretary. One of her friends said
of her, "If she had not married Dostoevsky she would have
opened a foreign exchange shop on the Nevsky." She did not
bring into Dostoevsky's life any of those fertile despairs,
those great spectacular passions or supernatural ecstasies to
which women had accustomed him, she did not provide him
with material for his novels, she did not enrich the treasure
of his notes, but she kept this treasure in order with the care
of a model housekeeper. Meticulous, economical, virtuous,
she loved her ledger, recorded in her diary the price of a cup
of coffee or a cake, studied her husband's contracts, kept his
creditors at bay, copied, classified, catalogued his works and
attended to all the material details of his life. She was the type
of woman who tidies everything.
She dusted, so to speak, Dostoevsky's life. She was not the
muse of this genius but his nurse. And the fact is that Dosto-
evsky had much greater need of a nurse than of a muse.
Anna Grigorievna's debut in married life was difficult.
Dostoevsky's sister-in-law, brothers, nephews, Pavel Isaev,
his good-for-nothing stepson, felt that they had been
wronged by his marriage, and treated his wife as an intruder.
Pavel Isaev, who lived in Dostoevsky's house, forbade the
servants to take orders from the new mistress of the house,
stole the sugar, stealthily drank the cream put aside for his
stepfather's coffee, and declared, shrugging his shoulders,